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Founded  1915.  Incorporated  by  Act  of  the  Quebec  Legislature  for  the 
Elementary  and  Higher  Education  of  Girls,  under  a  Board  of  Governors. 


Head  Mistress  Mrs.  Haldane  Scott,  B.A.,  M.A.T. 
Vice-Principal  Miss  Charlotte  Foster,  B.A. 


The  Board  of  Governors 


Chairman 

Mr.  J.  H.  McDougall 

Vice-Chairman 

Mrs.  D.  G.  Carter 

Honorary  Treasurer 

Mr.  Douglas  Bourke 

Honorary  Secretary 

Mrs.  R.  H.  Stevenson 

Members 

Mr.  John  Hallward 

Mr.  C.  Hampson 

Mrs.  P.  Henderson 

Mr.  R.  L  Munro 

Mr.  A.  P.  Wickham 

Secretary -Treasurer 

Mrs.  Helen  Hale,  C.A. 

the  study  in  haiku 


FALL  TERM 


EASTER  TERM 


Sinewy  tan  from  fun  in  summer  sun, 
Seeking  sparks  to  light  the  mind. 


The  world  revives. 
Misshapen  promises  take  new  forms 
in  spring’s  vigour. 


WINTER  TERM 


SUMMER  TERM 


Cold  winds,  white  “winter-water”  damp  learning  fires; 

but 

there’s  weekend  skiing! 


End  beginning?  Sad  happy. 
Tasks  over? 

No! 

Springboard  for  tomorrow. 
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the  staff 
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L.  to  R.  Mrs.  Scott,  Mme.  Charnoubi,  Mile.  Morin,  Mme.  Looten,  Mrs.  Ratcliff,  Mrs.  Willmott,  Mrs.  Wright, 
Mrs.  Cooke. 


L.  to  R.  Mrs.  Lennard,  Miss  Tedeschi,  Mrs.  McCalium,  Mme.  Perera,  Mrs.  Ronsley,  Mrs.  Gauthier,  Mrs  Packer, 
Mrs.  Barrie. 


the  sixth  form 


Deborah  Penton 


"A  daughter  of  the  gods,  divinely  tall  and  most  divinely  fair.” 

Tennyson 

Ambition:  To  find  a  giant 

Probable  Destination:  Marrying  a  midget 

Favorite  Pastime:  Winning  trips  to  New  York 

As  our  head  girl,  Debbie  has  proven  herself  to  be  dynamite  by  the 
unsurpassed  success  of  this  year’s  Bazaar.  Due  to  Deb’s  amazing  height, 
she  frequently  finds  herself  portraying  the  part  of  a  man  in  the  plays 
performed  by  the  Drama  Club.  Her  height  is  not  only  useful  in  plays, 
but  it  is  also  a  major  asset  on  the  basketball  court  as  she  can  outjump 
any  opponent.  Debbie  is  also  notorious  for  sour  high  notes  in  choir 
practice,  not  to  mention  her  conduct  in  Physics  class  which  Doc.  Cooke 
has  labeled  ‘unprintable’!  At  the  moment,  Debbie’s  future  is  nebulous, 
but  whatever  it  is,  “  ’twill  be  a  tall  tale”! 


Diana  Wickham 


“One  learns  in  life  to  keep  silent  and  draw  one’s  own  confusions.”  Cornelias 
Otis  Skinner 

Favorite  Expression:  Oh  c’mon  there’s  no  way! 

Favorite  Pastime:  Wild?  Ski  weekends 
Pet  Peeve:  Easter  sans  snow 

Can  you  Imagine:  Di  ever  keeping  the  lid  on  her  temper  when  someone  catches 
her  in  a  bad  mood? 

Diana  is  one  of  the  more  quiet  members  of  the  class  until  an  obstacle 
such  as  a  math  problem  appears.  Being  a  doer  and  not  a  talker,  Diana  has 
efficiently  fulfilled  her  role  as  sub-head  prefect.  When  not  stamping  books 
in  the  library,  Diana  is  usually  trying  to  exaggerate  the  merits  of  Kennebunk 
Beach  her  summer  paradise.  Diana  will  most  likely  study  in  Canada  next 
year,  but  whether  it  will  be  arts  or  sciences,  we  cannot  tell  -  she  is  one  of  the 
rarer  ones  who  is  equally  good  at  both! 
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Laurence  Charbin 


Ambition:  Veterinarian 
Probable  Destination:  Getting  rabies 

Our  American  born  Frenchman,  witli  her  wire-rimmed  glasses  and 
her  infinite  amount  of  coats  and  boots,  also  boasts  of  having  the  most 
extensive  name  —  it  is  too  long  to  include  in  this  write-up!  Due  to 
Laurie’s  unusual  athletic  ability,  which  involves  seeing  how  long  she  can 
elude  death  on  the  trampette,  she  was  justly  elected  Games  Captain  of 
Delta  Beta.  She  is  also  an  early  morning  librarian,  yet  even  though  she 
lives  only  a  few  doors  away  from  school,  she  still  does  not  arrive  so 
early  in  the  morning.  Laurie  professes  to  be  a  lover  of  all  animals  and 
surely  her  future  will  involve  cats,  dogs  and  turtles  but  what  about 
big,  hairy,  black  spiders? 


Ruth  Common 

“Ain’t  no  sunshine  when  he’s  gone.” 

Ambition:  Getting  out  of  school 
Probable  Destination:  Becoming  a  teacher 
Can  you  Imagine:  Ruth  without  Sally? 

Each  morning  the  last  one  to  arrive  at  school  is  Ruth.  Every  afternoon 
the  first  one  to  depart  is  Ruth  she  would  not  miss  an  episode  of  her 
favorite  soap  opera  if  her  life  depended  on  it!  But  as  sub-head  of  Beta 
Lambda,  Ruth  must  be  early  on  Thursdays  to  help  Heather  conduct  house 
meetings.  As  one  of  the  more  athletic  members  of  the  class,  Ruth  is  a  reliable 
player  on  the  basketball  team.  Next  year,  Ruth  will  either  be  studying 
in  the  U.S.,  or  watching  her  favorite  soap  opera,  but  never  will  we  hear 
her  famous  expression;  “It’s  Friday,  3:30.” 


Deirdre  Demers 

“It  takes  both  rain  and  sunshine  to  make  a  rainbow.”  . 

.  ,  .  .  Jo  reuy 

Ambition:  Physiotherapist 

Probable  Destination:  Giving  free  back  rubs  in  Joe’s  massage  room 
Claim  to  Fame:  Marmalade  and  squash 
Favorite  Expression:  Hi  guy ..  (s) ! 

Pet  Peeve:  People  who  smoke 

Favorite  Pastime:  Taking  the  lower  grades  for  gym  class  when  Mrs. 
Wright  plays  hookey 

Can  you  Imagine:  Deedee  skiing  slowly  and  safely? 

Activities:  Co-House  head  of  Kappa  Rho 
Sports  Editor  of  the  magazine 

School  Games  Captain  (basketball  team,  badminton  team, 
tennis  team,  volleyball  team) 
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Molly  Doheny 


Ambition:  a  Nancy  Greene  in  Switzerland 

Probable  Destination:  the  chairlift  starter  at  Jay  Peak 

Favorite  Pastime:  Watching  'Love  Is  A  Many  Splendored  Thing’  while 

dining  on  Escargots  by  candlelight 

Favorite  Expression:  Who  took  my  books  this  time? 

Probable  Answer:  No  one  took  them,  I  just  can’t  find  them! 

Pet  Peeve:  8:40  Monday  mornings 
Activities:  Sub-head  of  Delta  Beta 

Co-photography  Editor  of  the  magazine 
Tennis  Team 


Connie  Everson 

“The  foolish  man  seeks  happiness  in  the  distance. 

The  wise  man  grows  it  under  his  feet.”  George  0ppenheim 

Ambition:  Studying  Gila  monsters  on  a  South  Pacific 
Island 

Probable  Destination:  Being  studied  by  a  Gila  monster 
Pet  Peeve:  People  who  eat  yogurt 
Activities:  Co-treasurer 

Sports  Captain  of  Kappa  Rho 

Connie  is  a  bubbling  source  of  ideas  and  enthusiasm.  At  lunchtime, 
when  not  serving  or  eating  her  notorious  crustless  sandwiches,  she  can 
be  found  up  in  the  costume  cupboard  sorting  costumes  for  the  Drama  Club 
Connie  is  dubious  of  her  future  plans,  but  she  will  be  a  definite  asset  at 
the  place  which  she  finally  decides  upon. 


Julia  Fisher 

Ambition:  To  study  veterinary  medicine  at  Guelph 

Probable  Destination:  A  zoo  keeper 

Hang-ups:  Horses,  homework  and  little  brothers 

Julia,  better  known  as  Doods,  is  renowned  for  her  knowledge 
concerning  horses.  Her  recently  acquired  horse  —  Piccolo,  has  an 
unsatiable  appetite  for  attention,  so  Doods  usually  spends  her  weekends 
at  Knowlton.  Having  mastered  horseback  riding,  Doods  is  now  trying 
(successfully?)  to  master  a  car.  Being  one  of  the  more  introverted 
members  of  the  class  —  except  when  her  temper  is  excited,  Doods  has 
been  doing  an  excellent  job  as  co-activities  editor  of  the  magazine. 
Julia’s  future  lies  in  defending  animals.  When  asked  how  it  would 
be  if  four-legged  creatures  dominated  the  earth,  she  replied;  “T’would 
be  a  far  better  place  to  be  than  it  has  been  before.” 
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Jennifer  Goddard 


“I  shall  laugh  myself  to  death.”  W.  Shakespeare 
Ambition:  To  be  an  artist  and  a  dancer 
Probable  Destination:  A  political  scientist 

Claim  to  Fame:  The  ability  of  passing  grade  1 1  with  a  maximum  of  half 
an  hour’s  homework  per  night 
Can  you  Imagine:  Jennifer  eating  her  own  lunch  only? 

Pet  Peeve:  Picky  eaters  (especially  on  chicken  bones) 

Favorite  Saying:  Oh  God,  Goodall! 

Activities:  Co-Art  Editor  of  the  magazine 


Wendy  Goodall 

“Earn  so  glad  that  you  are  here.  It  helps  me  to  realize  how  beauti¬ 
ful  my  world  is.”  M.  Rilke 
Ambition:  Working  with  problem  kids 
Probable  Destination:  A  problem  kid 

Favorite  Expression:  3  minutes  to  go  before  the  bell  .  .  .  2 Vi  minutes  to 
go  ...  2  minutes  .  .  . 

Pet  Peeves:  Basketball  and  people  who  call  her  Goodall 

Claim  to  Fame:  Her  continuous  state  of  partial  undress 

Can  you  Imagine:  An  animal  Wendy  does  not  like  and  is  not  allergic  to? 

Activities:  Co-treasurer 

Lower  School  Editor  of  the  magazine 


Sally  Graham 

“One  person  can  never  be  free  alone.”  B.B. 

Ambition:  To  own  a  house  on  the  coast  of  Maine 

Probable  Destination:  Owning  a  shack  on  the  banks  of  the  St.  Lawrence 

Can  you  Imagine:  Sally  without  Ruth? 

Activities:  Sub-head  of  Mu  Gamma 

Co-Photography  Editor  of  the  magazine 

Our  famous  ‘Legs  Graham’  is  one  of  Mrs.  Wright’s  new  additions 
to  the  basketball  team,  and  Sally  is  trying  endlessly  to  prove  that  she  is 
an  asset  to  the  game.  Not  only  does  the  class  envy  Sally’s  long  legs,  but 
also  her  thick  blond  hair!  We  are  positive  that  she  will  end  up  as  either 
Miss  Clairol  or  Breck  Cover  Girl. 
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Anne  Hale 


“Only  dull  people  are  brilliant  at  breakfast.” 

Favorite  Expression:  What’s  that  woman  talking  about? 

Claim  to  Fame:  Her  BOAC  flightbag  which  contains  her  flowered 
lunchbag  featuring  delectable  chicken  salad. 

Anne  never  ceases  to  amaze  us,  for  she  has  actually  arrived  at 
school  before  the  three  bells  this  year.  This  is  prompted  by  her  many  duties 
as  a  librarian,  co-head  of  Khappa  Rho  and  basketball  champ.  As  our 
class  maths  whiz,  ten  minutes  before  each  test,  Anne  can  be  found 
tutoring,  and  at  the  same  time  declaring  to  her  pupil  that  she  will 
undoubtedly  fail.  Since  when  is  95%  a  failure?  Anne  is  noted  for  some 
peculiarities  such  as,  when  the  first  snow  falls,  so  does  Anne  —  on  the 
skihill  with  a  broken  leg!  Still  undecided  about  her  future,  Anne  has 
occasional  ideas  of  becoming  a  doctor. 


Louise  Keefer 


Ts  it  legitimate,’  one  teacher  inquired.  Yes,  we  assured  her  that 
our  rather  loquacious  but  most  efficient  Student  Union  Representative 
and  head  of  Mu  Gamma  is  better  known  to  both  friends,  enemies  and 
teachers  as  ‘Squeezie’.  As  an  ardent  vegetarian,  Squeezie  always  astounds 
us  when  she  brings  forth  from  her  lunch  bag  an  eggplant  salad,  carrots 
in  cream  cheese  and  for  dessert,  a  green  pepper!  As  one  can  see,  she 
lacks  no  imagination  in  eating  or  cooking.  Every  year  it  becomes  a  major 
problem  of  how  to  get  Squeezie ’s  mass  of  goodies  to  school  for  the  Bazaar . 
(Next  year  we  suggest  Mayflower  Movers).  Squeezie’s  future  lies  somewhere 
in  the  range  of  a  mad  scientist  or  a  farmer  in  the  backwoods  of  Magog, 
but  wherever  she  lands  up,  she  is  the  last  of  a  successful  family  hierarchy 
of  Keefer  girls  to  attend  the  Study. 


Jill  Morton 

Ambition:  To  become  an  actress 
Probable  Destination:  Fat  lady  in  the  circus 
Favorite  Expression:  Give  me  a  break! 

Jill  can  be  found  measuring  her  height  in  between  classes  to  see 
whether  she  has  grown.  “No  Jill,  you  cannot  grow  an  inch  in  fifteen 
minutes!”  At  5’  214”,  Jill  is  the  shortest  on  the  basketball  team,  but 
that  has  not  prevented  her  from  being  one  of  the  team’s  major  assets. 
As  one  of  the  livelier  members  of  the  class,  Jill  is  the  one  whom  we 
always  turn  to  because  of  her  fantastic  sense  of  humour  and  her  endless 
supply  of  jokes.  You  will  not  find  Jill  where  there  is  nothing  doing,  but 
you  will  know,  that  if  you  ever  see  someone  bombing  around  the  city 
behind  the  wheel  of  a  Capri,  or  skiing  uncontrollably  down  St.  Saveur, 
that  it  is  definitely  Jill! 
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Annette  Nicholson 


Annette,  our  youngest  classmate,  can  usually  be  found  logically 
outproving  a  teacher  or  any  student.  Due  to  her  amazingly  slight  figure, 
she  has  taken  on  two  nicknames:  Spaghetti  or  Kleenex.  For  the  last  few 
years,  the  fat  side  of  the  class  has  been  trying  to  add  inches  to  her  waist¬ 
line,  but  to  no  avail.  As  our  very  efficient  head  librarian,  co-literary 
editor  of  the  magazine  and  prefect,  Annette  still  finds  time  to  ski  on 
most  winter  weekends.  Since  her  parents  moved  to  Toronto,  Annette 
has  had  to  forfeit  her  ‘eye-opening’  time  of  8  o’clock  for  the  ungodly 
hour  of  7  o’clock  so  as  to  get  to  school  on  time  via  three  buses  from 
chez  Penton,  way  out  in  N.D.G.  Next  year,  Annette  is  likely  to  be 
found  following  close  in  the  footsteps  of  her  parents,  (and  of  course  her 
Tibetan  Lhasa  Apso  —  Scruff),  to  a  school  in  Toronto. 


Doone  Patch 

“One  world,  one  life,  one  me.” 

Ambition:  To  be  a  stewardess.  As  of  yet,  we  have  not  been  able  to  con¬ 
vince  her  that  you  have  to  wait  on  the  passengers,  not  only  on  the 
pilots. 

Probable  Destination:  Vice-president  of  Weight  Watchers 
Claim  to  Fame:  She  holds  the  school  record  for  bluffing  her  way  through 
classes 

Favorite  Pastime:  Updating  her  infinite  list  of ‘things  to  do’ 

Can  you  Imagine:  Doone  ever  sticking  to  a  diet? 

Doone  is  the  enthusiastic  head  of  Delta  Beta  but  she  manages  to 
get  a  taste  of  other  clubs  in  the  school.  As  co-grad  editor  of  the  maga¬ 
zine,  co-treasurer  of  the  Drama  Club  and  a  librarian,  Spoonie’s  future 
definitely  lies  somewhere  in  space  —  be  it  pilot  or  astronaut! 


Heather  Ratcliff 

“Credulous  hope  is  kind  to  our  life,  and  ever  tells  us  that  to¬ 
morrow  will  be  better  than  today.” 

Probable  Destination:  Getting  married 

Favorite  Expression:  Keep  smiling,  it  makes  people  wonder  what  you’re 
up  to 

Claim  to  Fame:  Her  gargantuan  lunches 

Can  you  Imagine:  Heather  without  her  oxfords  and  knapsack? 

Heather  is  one  of  the  more  ardent  members  of  the  prefect’s  coun¬ 
cil  she  spends  her  time  mopping  up  leaking  toilets!  As  head  of  Beta 
Lambda  and  director  ot  the  Drama  Club,  she  complains  that  she  has 
little  time  for  homework.  Oddly  enough  we  do  not  feel  sorry  for  her  as 
she  maintains  a  constant  average  above  the  norm. 


Gillian  Stikeman 


“1  think  1  might  have  been  a  composer  if  I’d  never  heard  anybody 
else’s  tunes.”  Sir  Francis  C.  Burnand 
Ambition:  Concert  Pianist 
Probable  Destination:  Page  turner 
Favorite  Pastime:  Outsinging  the  rest  of  the  choir 

Every  weekend  one  can  see  Gillian  passing  through  every  red  light. 
She  is  either  on  her  way  to  the  stables  or  else  she  has  forgotten  her 
glasses  we  hope  it  is  the  former.  Gillian’s  talents  do  not  end  here:  she 
plays  the  piano  -  an  instrument  similar  to  Linus’  blanket  and  if  she  is 
not  performing  at  prayers  each  morning,  she  can  be  found  copying  out 
notes  into  her  incredibly  neat  notebooks  filled  with  her  incredibly  neat 
writing.  Gillian,  we  hope  to  see  you  next  year  performing  at  Place-des- 
Arts. 


Deirdre  Stoker 

“And,  although  I  am  but  a  speck  of  something  living,  1  vow  to 
God  that  before  my  lifetime  passes,  The  world  will  know  I  was 
here.” 

Probable  Destination:  Patriotically  selling  Canadian  flags  at  an  American 
horse  show 

Can  you  Imagine:  Stoker  ever  restricting  herself  to  a  vocabulary  the  rest 
of  us  can  understand?  (Don’t  let  her  fool  you,  she  doesn’t  under¬ 
stand  it  either!) 

An  aggressive  sports  captain  of  Mu  Gamma,  and  an  ardent  mem¬ 
ber  of  the  basketball  team,  Deirdre  is  one  of  the  more  sports-oriented  of 
our  class.  Her  out-of-school  activities  can  best  be  summed  up  by  the 
following  quotation:  “A  horse,  a  horse,  a  kingdom  for  my  horse.” 
Deirdre  also  contributes  as  our  STOP  representative,  as  activities  editor 
of  the  magazine,  as  a  member  of  the  drama  club  and  a  librarian.  Which¬ 
ever  university  she  finally  decides  on,  we  wish  them  —  oops  her,  luck! 


Wendy  Thomas 

Wendy,  commonly  known  as  Timmis,  hides  herself  away  at  the 
back  corner  of  the  class  in  her  organized  state  of  disorganization.  Al¬ 
though  not  seen,  (she  is  nearly  5’  2”),  she  is  heard  by  her  uncontrollable 
laughter  on  the  volleyball  courts.  Timmis  is  known  for  her  underground 
methods  of  accomplishing  great  feats  of  homework,  for  at  the  end  of  a 
class,  while  most  students  produce  a  few  pages  of  notes,  Timmis  pro¬ 
duces  a  finished  Greek  bag  or  a  few  yards  of  needlepoint!  Her  intricate 
patterns  and  creative  ideas  have  made  her  a  successful  contributor  as 
co-art  editor  of  the  magazine.  But  the  best  known  of  Wendy’s  talents 
lies  in  her  silver  skates.  Do  not  be  surprised  if  Wendy  becomes  the  next 
star  of  the  Hans  Brinker  movies! 


12 


Anne  Tobias 


“The  reasons  for  my  existence  have  not  yet  been  established  .... 
but  investigation  is  still  continuing.” 

Annie’s  position  as  yearbook  editor,  sub-head  of  the  drama  club 
and  prefect,  portray  her  as  one  of  the  creative  and  outgoing  members 
of  the  class.  Her  other  talents  include  giving  speeches  (if  only  she  could 
control  her  contagious  laughter)  and  relating  anecdotes  concerning  her 
latest  heart-throbs.  E.g.  Englebert  Humperdinck,  Robert  Redford,  et  al. 
Her  cheerful  expression  vanishes  however,  at  the  sight  of  a  wasp  or  any¬ 
thing  that  resembles  one.  Then,  Annie  is  off  her  chair  and  dancing 
around  the  room.  This  is  her  idea  of  exercise  in  the  hopes  of  losing  a 
pound.  Due  to  the  delicious  food  chez  Tobias,  Annie  has  earned  the  title 
of  class  hostess  and  our  waistlines  are  valid  proof!  Next  year.  Annie  is 
likely  to  be  found  attending  an  American  college,  unless  the  results  of 
her  many  applications  prove  contrary. 


Jane  Yuile 

“People  always  expect  more  of  you  when  you  have  naturally 
curly  hair.”  C.  Shultz 
Ambition:  Stockbroker 

Probable  Destination:  Secretary  to  the  bachelor  across  the  street 
Claim  to  Fame:  Her  (naturally  curly)  hair 

Jane  has  two  outstanding  talents:  one,  is  her  amazing  ability  to 
sing  out  of  key  without  even  trying  and  the  second,  is  her  famous  gour¬ 
met  lunches  of  grilled  cheese  sandwiches  and  (burnt)  chocolate  chip 
cookies.  She  usually  can  be  found  at  the  front  of  the  class  discussing  the 
latest  on  Crescent  Street,  but  she  is  entitled  to  this  privilege  as  her  marks 
prove.  Next  year,  one  is  most  likely  to  find  Jane  at  some  sort  of  busi¬ 
ness  school  where  the  ratio  of  men  to  women  is  829  to  2.  We  think  that 
she  might  be  able  to  get  a  date! 
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Sixth  Form  Memories 

“We  do  not  remember  days,  we  remember  moments.” 

L  is  for  lots  and  many,  many  more.  .  .  B-Day.  .  .  Has  anyone  seen  George?  .  .  .  Machine-gun  Molly.  .  .  Do  1  see  eight 
hands?  .  .  .  Gym  class  dropouts.  .  .  North  Pole,  Burlington?  .  .  .  hen  parties.  .  .  $15,000?  .  .  .  Where’s  your  straight  edge? 

.  D.W.’s  isolation  ward.  .  .  Lonely  Hearts  Club.  .  .  S.H.S.  Christmas  Ball.  .  .  Mrs.  Joseph  Fitzgerald  at  1  5.  .  .  Coffee,  tea 
and  calories.  anticipation.  .  .  three  cheers  for  the  big  girls!  .  .  .  Note-taking  time.  .  .  This  is  NOT  the  dummy  group!!! 

.  .  .  brother-swapping.  .  .  Hey,  Doc!  .  .  .  Felicitations  Mine.  Robichaud.  .  .  philosophical?  ).  .  .  math  classes.  .  .  room 
clean-up  3:35.  .  .  Night  of  the  iguana.  .  .  Pop!  Pop!  Pop!  .  .  .  bedfellows.  .  .  Virginia’s  for  Lovers.  .  .  Henry,  Jean-Pierre, 
Bill  and  John  -  W.W.T.  .  .  I’ve  been  accepted.  .  .  I’ve  been  refused.  .  .  dietsf?  ).  .  .  Dr.  Jekyl  and  Mrs.  Hyde.  .  .  Hello  my 
baby,  hello  my  honey.  .  .  Frankie  who?  ribit!  .  .  .  S.P.C.A.  day.  .  .  My  doctor  has  a  very  good  bedside  manner!  .  .  . 
‘various  and  sundry’.  .  .  Christmas  cookies.  .  .  sexual  foul  -  take  four.  .  .  C’est  1’amour  Mile.  .  .  Oh,  that  kind  of  compass.  .  . 
TTFN! 

Written  and  compiled  by  the  Sixth  Formers. 
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BACK  ROW  (1-r):  Jane  Yuile,  Anne  Tobias,  Heather  Ratcliff,  Annette  Nicholson.  FRONT  ROW:  Diana  Wickham,  Deborah  Penton. 


prefects  council 

The  Prefects  Council  has  come  a  long  way  since  its  formation  two  years  ago.  Last  year  the  council  held  ‘free 
dress  days’  to  raise  money  for  certain  school  activities.  It  opened  its  own  bank  account  and  used  some  of  the  money 
for  the  first  Study  School  Dance.  The  dance  was  held  in  the  lunchroom  in  conjunction  with  Selwyn  House  and 
proved  to  he  a  huge  success.  Another  innovation  of  the  Prefects  Council  was  the  bicycle  rack.  It  gave  the  girls  an 
opportunity  to  have  a  quicker  method  of  transportation  to  and  from  school  The  Prefects  Council  now  in  its  third  year 
is  striving  for  better  communications  between  the  administration  and  the  students. 


M 
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STANDING  (1-r):  Molly  Doheny,  Sally  Graham.  SEATED:  Deirdre  Stoker,  Corrie  Terfloth,  Wendy  Goodall,  Annette  Nicholson,  Anne 
Tobias,  Deirdre  Demers,  Jennifer  Goddard,  Julia  Fisher,  Diana  Wickham,  Jane  Yuile,  Doone  Patch. 


editorial  committee 

Editor:  Anne  Tobias 

Literary  Editors:  Annette  Nicholson,  Doone  Patch,  Diana  Wickham 

Art  Editors:  Jennifer  Goddard,  Wendy  Thomas 

Graduation  Editor:  Jane  Yuile 

Activities  Editors:  Julia  Fisher,  Deirdre  Stoker 

Sports  Editor:  Deirdre  Demers 

Lower  School  Editors:  Wendy  Goodall,  Corrie  Terfloth 
Photographers:  Molly  Doheny,  Sally  Graham 


EDITORIAL 

The  members  of  the  Editorial  Committee  hope  that  the  magazine  expresses  at  least  a  part  of  the  personality 
of  the  class  of  ‘73,  and  reflects  the  concerns  of  the  entire  school.  We  thank  Mrs.  Willmott  for  the  time  and  help 
which  she  has  given  us,  especially  on  deadline  days  when  the  going  got  rough.  I  suppose  what  I  would  really  like 
to  say  is  thank  you  to  all  those  who  contributed  in  any  way,  to  make  this  magazine  what  it  is. 

Annie 
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library  committee 


Think  Library!  What  do  you  think  of?  Stagnating  groups  of  geniuses  clustered  around  a  table  littered  with  dusty 
books;  angry  librarians  pushing  carts  on  oiled,  noiseless  wheels  and  yelling  “Silence!”  every  so  often? 

Now  think  Study  Library!  You  think  of  a  hang-out  for  gym  cop-outs,  whispered  conversations  soon  not 
whispered;  an  epidemic  of  overdue  books  never  totally  cured  even  by  fines;  mad  scrambles  for  the  best  books  (and  they 
are  good  too  besides  that  we  get  many  more  every  year);  comfortable  chairs  and  floor;  enthusiastic  librarians  racing 
down  to  be  on  time  for  duty;  the  alphabet  on  the  walls  just  in  case  you  forget  it  ...  ? 

In  other  words  it  is  a  great  library!  Why?  Because  everyone  pitches  in  to  help.  I  want  to  thank  Mrs.  Willmott 
and  the  library  committee  for  their  encouragement,  hard  work  and  for  the  fun  1  have  had  this  year. 

Annette 


BACK  ROW  SITTING:  Barbara  Amsden,  Jill  Ronsley,  Deborah  Penton,  Diana  Wickham,  Kathy  Munro,  Jane  Yuile,  Carrie  MacDougall, 
Molly  Doheny,  Anne  Hale,  Corrie  Terfloth,  Cathy  Oliver,  Kate  DeJong.  FRONT  ROW:  Gillian  Stikeman,  Doone  Patch,  Annette  Nichol¬ 
son,  Laurie  Charbin,  Deirdre  Stoker. 
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We  may  have  no  Mozart  or  Beethoven, 

We  may  not  have  the  Toronto  Mendelssohn  Singers, 

But  we  have  us  —  The  Study  Choir. 

And  most  of  all  we  have,  incorporated  into  one  person;  a  morale  booster,  a  pianist  of  high  calibre,  someone  who 
can  talk  both  English  and  music  and  someone  who  can  make  herself  heard.  Yes,  we  have  Mrs.  McCallum.  Without 
her  efforts,  The  Study  Choir  would  be  nothing  but  a  group  of  daily  gossipers!  What  other  school  is  entertained 
with  early  morning  concerts?  Our  thanks  go  to  Mrs.  McCallum  for  her  hard  work  and  enthusiasm.  I  want  to  thank 
all  those  who  offered  to  play  in  Friday  morning  prayers,  as  I  know  it  can  be  very  embarrassing  as  well  as  reward¬ 
ing.  The  Christmas  Concert  was  as  usual  a  great  success  with  two  hits;  one  a  swingy  calypso  sung  by  grades  four  to 
six  and  the  second,  a  catchy  tune  called  ‘Sleighride’  sung  by  the  Choir.  Unfortunately,  this  article  is  written  before 
the  Church  Service,  but  we  have  no  doubts  that  it  will,  as  tradition  dictates,  be  a  success. 

Gillian  Stikeman 


At  The  Museum  of  Fine  Arts 

Grades  Four  and  Six  went  to  the  Museum  of  Fine  Arts  to  see  the 
Pellan  exhibition.  We  took  off  our  coats  and  got  our  stools.  We  went 
around  the  corner,  sat  down  on  our  stool  and  Miss  Tedeschi  told  us 
about  Pellan.  Then  we  stood  up,  took  our  stools  and  went  upstairs.  On 
the  way  upstairs  Miss  Tedeschi  told  us  that  Pellan  made  costumes  and 
masks  for  plays.  When  we  got  up  to  the  second  floor,  we  divided  into 
three  groups.  I  went  with  Miss  Tedeschi,  another  group  went  with 
Mrs.  Fennard  and  another  group  went  with  Mrs.  Ronsley.  Our  group 
went  to  see  the  costumes  and  I  liked  them.  After  that  we  went  to  see 
the  masks.  I  liked  those  the  best.  Then  we  went  to  see  his  paintings  of 
the  people  and  the  little  wavy  colourful  ones.  Oil  too  bad!  We  have 
to  go  now. 


Annabel  Hallward 
Grade  IV 


So,  you  think  you  ’re  another  Leonardo 
da  Vinci?  Funny,  that’s  what  they  all 
say! 
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En  vous  parlant  de  nos  poetes  Emile  Nelligan,  Alain  Grandbois.  Anne  Hebert.  .  .  Et  en  chantant  avec  vous 
Georges  Dor  et  Vigneault,  j’ai  voulu  consolider  les  liens  entre  “vous”  et  “nous”  qui  habitons  le  plus  beau  pays  du 
monde! 

Nicole  Robichaud 


3:00  p.m.,  October  19th  B-Day  had  arrived  and  the  Study  School  stood  ready  to  open  its  doors  to  the  waiting 
multitudes,  after  five  weeks  of  frantic  preparation.  Despite  some  pre-Bazaar  anxieties,  the  Bazaar  was  a  great  success, 
raising  a  gross  profit  of  $3,036.  There  were  only  a  few  minor  mishaps  such  as  the  collapse  of  the  Christmas  decorations 
booth,  (the  culprit  has  since  been  put  on  a  diet!).  There  was  a  new  booth  called  the  Rock  Garden  at  which  rock 
figurines,  dried  Bowers  and  plants  were  sold.  Instead  of  a  raffie  there  were  Mini,  Midi  and  Maxi  lotos  with  contest 
winning  articles  as  prizes.  The  Afgan  Contest  was  held  again  this  year  and  was  greeted  with  immense  enthusiasm  as 
shown  by  the  beautiful  contributions. 

The  proceeds  this  year  were  donated  to  the  adolescent  section  of  the  Douglas  Hospital,  Steams  Pavilion,  where 
they  are  supplying  materials  for  a  variety  of  projects  and  for  some  greatly  needed  furnishings  for  the  pavilion.  We 
were  delighted  to  see  several  of  the  young  people  and  their  staff  from  Stearns,  at  the  Bazaar. 

We  would  like  to  thank  both  students  and  staff  for  their  tremendous  help  and  co-operation.  Best  of  luck  for 
B-Day  ‘73. 


ran 


charities 


Some  things  never  change  —  like  the  Study’s  long  tradition  of  helping  those  less  fortunate  than  themselves, 
like  the  familiar  Tuesday  afternoon  plea  of  ‘Remember  your  Collection,  or  else  . . . and  of  course  the  enthusiasm 
of  the  school  in  organizing  contributions. 

This  year,  something  new  has  been  added  to  the  program  -  a  foster  child.  Our  former  child,  Eugenia  Uttoni 
has  finished  elementary  school  and  no  longer  requires  our  support.  We  now  sponsor  Anna  Maria  Connti,  a  ten  year 
old  girl  who  lives  in  an  earthquake  refugee  camp  in  Tuscany,  Italy.  We  cannot  forget  our  other  child,  Kim  Shin 
Myung,  who  often  writes  and  tells  us  of  his  engineering  studies  in  Korea. 

We  broke  a  record  this  year  —  on  S.P.C.A.-Day,  we  amassed  the  largest  Wednesday  morning  collection  ever! 
Following  the  earthquake  crisis  in  Managua,  Nicaragua,  our  campaign  resulted  in  a  successful  $75. 

Our  success  would  never  have  been  possible  without  the  enthusiasm  of  both  students  and  teachers.  To  the 
treasurers  who  succeed  us,  we  leave  one  money  box  and  our  best  wishes. 


student  union 


Connie  Everson 
Wendy  Goodall 


It  closed  last  summer  as  ‘The  Federation,’  it  opened  this  autumn  as  ‘The  Student  Union  of  Private  Schools.’ 
That  was  just  the  beginning  of  the  reformation.  Members  of  the  Union’s  adminstration  are  also  participants  in 
their  school’s  Student  Council,  as  a  closer  relationship  between  students  and  schools  was  desired.  Jennifer  God¬ 
dard  won  the  contest  for  design  of  a  new  crest  which  was  printed  on  the  new  membership  cards. 

Activities  sponsored  by  t he  Union  this  year  have  so  far  included:  ‘Hello  Dolly’  screened  at  E.C.S.,  ‘Butch 
Cassidy  and  the  Sundance  Kid’  at  S.H.S.,  and  a  successful  coffee  house  with  noteworthy  entertainment  held  at 
L.C.C. 

Our  plans  for  the  new  term  include  a  talent  night,  a  ski  trip  and  other  assorted  goodies.  We  will  keep  you 
posted  on  our  progress,  but  in  the  meantime  don’t  lose  interest  as  we  hope  that  Anne  and  her  junior  representative 
next  year  will  have  increasing  support. 
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Louise  Keefer 


Gesprach  in  der  II  Klasse  iiber  Computer 


Gill:  Wie  ware  es,  wenn  wir  Computer  anstatt  von  Lehrern  zum  Unterrichten  hatten? 

Laurie:  Eine  fantastische  Idee! 

Annette:  lch  bin  nicht  der  gleichen  Meinung.  Ich  bin  mit  unseren  Lehrern  zufrieden. 

Doone:  Der  Computer  gibt  mehr  Information  in  weniger  Zeit. 

Jane:  Zum  Lernen,  braucht  man  Motivation  und  ich  glaube,  dass  der  Computer  nicht  das  Interesse  fur  die  Motivation  gibt. 
Laurie:  Fur  mich  werden  Computer  sehr  interessant  sein.  Dann  werde  ich  auch  sehr  motiviert  sein. 

Annett:  Wir  konnen  nicht  mit  Computer  diskutieren  und  ich  lerne  mehr  vom  Gesprach. 

Gill:  Ich  bin  einverstanden  besonders  in  Geschichte  und  Englisch. 

Doone:  In  Mathematik  und  Sprachen  braucht  man  keine  Meinung.  Die  Antworten  sind  richtig  oder  falsch.  Dann  sind 
Computer  gut. 

Gill:  Doone,  in  einer  Sprache  braucht  man  Unterhaltung  mit  einem  Lehrer. 

Jane:  Also,  kann  man  Computer  fur  Grammatik  haben  und  Lehrer  zum  Unterhalten. 

Laurie:  Computer  sind  immer  dasselbe  und  behandelt  jede  Person  in  gleicher  Weise. 

Annette:  Ein  Computer  hat  kein  personliches  Interesse  fur  den  Studenten. 

Doone:  Es  schadet  night,  den  Computer  als  Lehrmittel  einmal  in  der  Woche  zu  benutzen. 

Gill:  Bevor  wir  eine  Me  inung  haben  konnen,  miissen  wir  mit  Computern  experimentieren. 

Jane:  Wir  sind  alle  einverstanden,  dass  der  Computer  eine  Hilfe  zum  Unterrichten  ist  aber  Lehrer  nicht  ersetzen  kann. 


FIRST  ROW  TOP  (1-r):  Cathy  Oliver,  Carrie  MeDougall,  Jill  Morton,  Heather  Ratcliff,  Ruth  Common,  Jane  Yuile,  Deborah  Penton. 
SECOND  ROW: Maine  Dogherty,  Katherine  Munro,  Peggy  Hallward,  Cynthia  Reid,  Holly  Hops,  Jill  Ronsley,  Patricia  Porteous. 

THIRD  ROW  Vicky  Harris,  Cindy  Hops,  Barbara  Oliver,  Jane  Fontein,  Barbara  Moore,  Celia  Rhea,  Joan  Sabler,  Barbara  Clerihue. 
FOURTH  ROW:  Klizabeth  Wall,  Susan  Scholes,  Karma  Price.  Faith  Hallward,  Sidney  Fisher,  Jane  Carter,  Lisa  McRobert. 

FIFTH  ROW:  Gigi  Kippen,  Michele  Guy,  Felicia  Norris,  Cynthia  Rhea,  Melissa  Phillips,  Susan  Hood,  Diana  Gregory,  Susan  Norsworthy, 
Christine  Scholes.  SIXTH  ROW:  Jennifer  McRoberts,  Annabel  Hallward,  Jennifer  Hallward.  ABSENT:  Jane  Common. 

beta  lambda 


House  Officials:  Head:  Heather  Ratcliff 

Sub-head:  Ruth  Common 
Games  Captain:  Carrie  MeDougall 
House  Mistresses:  Mrs.  Gauthier,  Mrs.  Packer 

I  must  go  down  to  the  lunchroom  again, 
to  the  girls  and  the  frog  and  the  flag. 

And  all  I  ask  is  spirit  and  work 

and  a  hope  that  B.L.  will  win.... 

The  year  started  off  well  with  an  early  sports  day  and  a  House  picnic.  Action  was  taken  to  get  B.L.  a  Hag  and  a 
mascot,  and  after  going  through  many  good  ideas  the  design  was  chosen  and  the  frog  voted  in.  With  Carrie  working 
hard,  B.L.  was  well  organized  in  sports  and  gave  the  other  Houses  “a  run  lor  their  points!”  We  hope  that  this  year 
was  as  much  fun  for  you  as  it  has  been  for  us. 

Love  Heather  &  Ruth 
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1ST  ROW  TOP:  Julia  Creighton,  Jennifer  Goddard,  Molly  Doheny,  Doone  Patch,  Laurie  Charbin,  Julia  Fisher,  Annette  Nicholson. 

2ND  ROW:  Andrea  Patch,  Heather  Kyle,  Susan  Seagram,  Lenore  Spiegel,  Kate  DeJong,  Carole  Lennard,  Polly  Carter.  3RD  ROW:  Sandra 
DeJong,  Jeanie  Baxter,  Liza  Henderson,  Wendy  Whittall,  Barbara  Goddard,  Frances  Burfoot,  Lisa  Price,  Susan  Hyde.  4TH  ROW:  Diana 
Stevenson,  Ann  Paterson,  Pamela  Carter,  Stephanie  Isaacs,  Heather  Frosst,  Virginia  Rolph,  Diana  Durnford.  5TH  ROW:  Sarah  Stairs, 
Hilary  Bedford,  Sally  Bishop,  Jocelyn  DeJong,  Cathy  Whittall,  Sarah  Price,  Sarah  Ivory,  Caro  Creighton.  6TH  ROW:  Willa  Stevenson, 
Wendy  Davis,  Jane  Whittall,  Kathy  Goddard,  Heather  Avrith,  Elizabeth  Mulholland,  Tricia  Heward.  ABSENT:  Dorothy  Durnford. 


delta  beta 

HOUSEMISTRESSES:  MRS.  RONSLEY  AND  MLLE.  MORIN 


These  are  your  captains  speaking: 

Delta  Beta  is  taking  off  right  on  time  this  year  and  is  soaring  skywards  toward  the  pot  of  excellents  in  the  sky! 
Push  that  hold  button  on  t he  lates,  rules  and  detentions,  please.  They  seem  to  be  temporarily  out  of  control!  The  blue 
and  yellow  colours  are  apparent  everywhere  among  the  eager,  spirited  passengers  bearing  their  mascot-in-chief.  Horace. 
It  all  systems  are  go,  we  will  reach  our  destination  of  enthusiasm,  fun  and  victory.  Thank  you  all  for  a  wonderful  trip. 

Love 

Doone,  Molly  and  Laurie 
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1  ST  ROW  TOP:  Diana  Wickham,  Wendy  Goodall,  Anne  Hale,  Deirdre  Demers,  Connie  Everson,  Anne  Tobias.  2ND  ROW:  Julia  Turner, 
Deborah  Thomas,  Susan  Schwob,  Elizabeth  Shaver,  Karen  Stacey,  Corrie  Terfloth.  3RD  ROW:  Erica  Howard,  Gillian  Wright,  Susan 
Coughlan,  Sandra  Wickham,  Diane  McCuaig,  Debbie  Oates,  Stephanie  Metrakos.  4TH  ROW:  Patricia  Carlson,  Suzanna  Birchwood, 
Margaret  MacCallum,  Caroline  Everson,  Jill  Hugessen,  Diane  Beardmore,  Jennifer  Everson. 

5TH  ROW:  Tiane  Meland,  Jennifer  Mather,  Linda  Rudberg,  Anna  Dennis,  Claudia  Lach,  Wendy  Coughlan,  Patty  Hollinger,  Alicia 
Hugessen,  Carissa  Layman.  6TH  ROW:  Anna  Cope,  Evelyn  Cheesebrough,  Stephanie  Nadler,  Victoria  Roffey,  Carol  Turner,  Tina  Otto, 
Suzy  Barwick. 


kappa  rho 

HOUSEM1STRESSES:  MRS.  WILLMOTT  AND  MME.  PERERA 


(sung  to  the  tune  of  ‘Old  Macdonald  had  a  Farm’.) 


Kappa  Rho  is  together  again 
Meeting  every  week, 

They’ve  done  it  again  and  won  this  week 
To  win  is  what  they  seek. 

Excellents  here  and  Excellents  there 
Mere  a  point.  There  a  point. 

Sometimes  a  bad  point. 

Add  them  up  and  what  you  got. 

Kappa  Rho’s  t he  tops. 


In  the  sports  we’re  coming  on  fine 
Not  much  new  this  year. 

If  we  try  very  hard  we  should  do  well 
So  one  and  all  come  cheer. 

With  enthusiasm  here,  and  enthusiasm  there, 
Here  a  lot,  there  a  lot 
Not  a  little,  but  a  lot, 

Kappa  Rho  should  reach  the  top 
Just  forget  the  past! 


Thanx  everyone, 

Deirdre  &  Anne 

&  Connie,  Wendy,  Anne,  Diana  &  Wendy 
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FIRST  ROW  TOP  (1-r):  Jane  Calder,  Rosemary  Engels,  Sally  Graham,  Louise  Keefer,  Deirdre  Stoker,  Gillian  Stikeman.  SECOND 
ROW:  Katie  Dingle,  Kathy  Elder,  Anne  Sutherland,  Barbara  Amsden,  Marion  Mitchell,  Sarah  Hampson.  THIRD  ROW:  Marian 
Cameron,  Marion  Hecht,  Jane  Roper,  Linda  Cooper,  Selina  Stewart,  Alexandra  Reade,  Susan  Gray,  Catherine  Welch.  FOURTH 
ROW:  Jackie  Newcomb,  Robin  Rapoport,  Vicky  Stikeman,  Jennifer  Albu,  Debbie  Hall,  Susan  Seymour,  Eva  Vavruska,  Sarah  Dingle. 
FIFTH  ROW:  Tara  Stoker,  Cynthia  Alepin,  Emily  Blundell,  Judy  Hecht,  Gillian  Newcomb,  Caroline  Palmer,  Carlotta  Stoker, 

Cynthia  McCall,  Margot  Walls.  SIXTH  ROW:  Claudia  Rudge,  Tinnish  Andersen,  Kate  Dalglish,  Betsy  Harper,  Angela  Brickenden,  Nora 
McKim,  Robin  Laffoley. 


mu  gamma 

House  Officials:  Head:  Louise  Keefer 

Sub-head:  Sally  Graham 
Game  Captain:  Deirdre  Stoker 
House  Mistresses:  Mrs.  Barrie,  Madame  Charnoubi. 

This  is  station  M.U.G.A.M.M.A.,  the  organizers  of  your  team  line  up  reporting  to  you  from  the  gym-bowl.  We 
bring  you  up  to  the  minute  reports  on  all  the  action.  Our  victorious  blue  and  white  banner  is  flying  in  the  breeze  and 
the  fans  are  cheering  wildly.  Deirdre,  our  hot-blooded  Games  Captain,  is  giving  the  team  a  few  helpful  hints.  Our 
enthusiastic  captains  are  calling  the  cheers: 

“Laffoley,  Alepin,  Newcomb  et  al. 

Keep  those  excellents  rolling,”  says  Sal. 

“Scrap  the  rules  and  lates  please!” 

Is  the  pleading  cry  of  Squeeze. 

As  the  bell  rings,  the  crowd  rushes  out,  to  conclude  another  week  in  the  life  of  Mu  Gamma. 

Your  local  disc  jockeys  signing  off, 

Squeezie,  Sally,  Deirdre  &  Gillian 
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Fondly  I  look  into  your  eyes, 

Hoping  to  see  in  them  the  answers- 
To  all  the  questions  I  ask  in  my  youth. 

Your  hands,  hold  all  knowledge  and 
All  the  things  1  long  for. 

I  hear  your  voice  and  all  wrongs  go  right. 
Together  we  can  conquer  the  world- 
Of  pity,  sorrow  and  hatred. 

And  make  all  things  bright. 

Pat  Carlson 
Grade  VIII. 


The  Penguin 

He’s  quite  a  formal  dresser, 
He’s  fat  and  friendly  too, 
He’s  quite  a  little  jester, 

I  met  him  at  the  zoo. 

anonymous 


In  the  cool  and  crystal  silence 
At  the  sleepy  hours  of  dusk 
I  go  walking  at  the  shoreline 
With  the  seagulls  and  the  stars 
The  light  grows  ever  fainter 
As  the  distant  moon  awakes, 

The  breeze  wafts  in  around  me 
With  aromas  crisp  and  sharp. 

My  solitary  travels 
From  the  light  into  the  dark. 
Alone  amongst  the  pine  trees. 
Which  command  the  countryside, 
I  feel  myself  without  a  form, 
Without  a  soul, 

A  small  speck  of  Man’s  creation. 
Together  with  my  brothers 
1  seek  shelter  and  strength 
Oh  God  thanks  a  million 
I  have  found  a  place  to  retreat 
Without  the  bonds  of  emotion 
As  one  with  the  whited  land 
Finally  I  have  come 
To  forget  love,  and  understand. 

I  know  what  I  am. 

Anne  Sutherland 
Grade  X. 
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Thank  You 

A  carpenter  works  with  carpenters  wood 
And  splinters  and  nails  and  a  saw, 
While  a  lawyer  works  with  cases  in  court 
And  rules  and  judges  and  law. 

But  of  all  kinds  of  work 
Of  which  I’ve  named  two, 

And  many  more  there  are.  .  . 

I  know  a  group  of  people  who  work. 
With  battles  and  fighting  and  war. 

Thank  You,  Soldiers 

Jill  Hugessen 
Grade  VII 


Shaded  by  curtains 
By  my  mom  and  dad 
Death  was  close  at  hand. 

Annie  Tobias 
Grade  XI 


Jack  and  The  Apartment 


Once  upon  a  time  there  was  a  boy  named  Jack  who  lived  in  a  mansion  just  outside  Montreal  with  his  mother. 
They  were  so  rich  that  they  often  had  too  much  money  and  they  did  not  know  what  to  spend  it  on.  Jack  was  a  very 
hard-working  boy  and  because  he  loved  to  work,  he  grew  richer  and  richer. 

One  day  his  mother  said;  “Jack,  go  out  and  get  rid  of  some  of  this  cash.” 

So  Jack  set  out  in  his  Rolls-Royce  to  buy  the  Empire  State  Building.  On  his  way,  he  met  a  man  who  asked  him; 
“Are  you  going  to  buy  something  with  all  your  money  Jack?” 

“Yes”  answered  Jack,  wondering  how  the  man  knew  his  name. 

“I  will  sell  you  my  apartment  building,”  the  man  replied.  Jack  could  not  resist  owning  his  own  apartment  build¬ 
ing,  so  he  gave  the  man  a  clean  $9,000,000  and  99  cents. 

When  he  returned  home  and  his  mother  learnt  what  he  had  done,  she  burst  into  tears.  Jack  crept  off  to  bed  with¬ 
out  his  supper,  feeling  very  ashamed  of  himself  and  hungry  as  well.  The  next  morning  when  he  woke  up,  he  told  his 
mother  that  they  were  going  to  see  the  apartment.  When  they  arrived  at  the  apartment.  Jack  looked  out  of  the  car 
window  and  saw  a  wonderful  sight  the  apartment  was  like  an  enormous  ladder  leading  up  into  the  sky  as  far  as  he 
could  see. 

Forgetting  everything  else,  Jack  got  out  of  the  car.  He  entered  the  apartment,  entered  the  elevator  and  went  up 
and  up  until  he  reached  the  top.  There  at  the  very  top,  stood  Mrs.  Trudeau  and  she  demanded;  “What  do  you  want?” 
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Jack  replied;  “1  have  just  come  up  the  elevator  to  see  the  view  from  my  apartment.”  She  shook  her  head  and 
with  a  note  of  sadness  declared;  “If  you  were  not  a  stranger  here,  you  would  know  that  my  husband  is  an  ogre.  Your 
life  is  in  danger  if  you  stay  here.” 

But  Jack,  with  his  unfailing  charm,  coaxed  Mrs.  Trudeau  to  let  him  stay.  All  of  a  sudden,  a  horrible  noise  issued 
forth  from  the  elevator.  “Quick,  hide  in  the  fridge,”  cried  Mrs.  Trudeau  as  she  ran  to  let  her  husband  in.  The  moment 
he  entered  the  room  he  said; 

FEE  FI  FO  FUM 

1  SMELL  THE  MONEY  OF  A  TAXPAYER. 

At  this.  Jack  jumped  out  from  his  hiding  place  in  the  fridge  and  dashed  toward  the  elevator,  pressed  G  (for 
Ground  Floor)  and  ran  into  his  Rolls. 

Jack  begged  his  mother  to  forgive  him  and  regretted  all  the  trouble  he  had  caused  her.  He  promised  her  never  to 
go  adventuring  again. 

Moral:  If  you’ve  got  the  money,  keep  it,  and  live  happily  ever  after  like  Jack  and  his  mother  in  your  own  White  House. 


Gillian  Wright 
Grade  VIII 


A  crab  scurries  home 
To  a  sandy  house  beneath 
Barnacles  and  shells. 

Martha  Hancock 
Grade  V 


There  was  a  yong  girl  from  The  Study, 
Whose  books  were  extremely  cruddy. 
Her  desk  was  a  mess, 

And  so  was  her  dress, 

That  untidy  girl  from  The  Study. 

Elizabeth  Mulholland 
Grade  IV 


Them 


“Do  come  in”  he  said  as  he  entered  the  green-wallpapered  room,  “and  sit  down.”  He  himself  moved 
toward  the  bar.  She  came  furtively  over  to  the  fire  and  warmed  herself. 

“It’s  quite  cold  outside,”  she  remarked  as  she  glanced  around  the  room.  Funny,  she  had  known  him 
seven  months  and  he  had  never  invited  her  up  here  before.  “It’s  a  very  nice  room”  she  thought,  “the  kind 
I’d  invite  someone  important  to.” 

“I  beg  your  pardon,  my  dear?” 

She  realized  that  she  must  have  spoken  aloud.  “I  was  just  talking  about  the  room.  It’s  very  beautiful.” 
There  had  been  another  room  like  this  one.  She  tried  to  shut  it  out  of  her  mind,  but  she  could  not.  It  kept 
coming  back. 

It  was  a  green  room,  too,  but  on  its  fading  wallpaper,  trees  sprouted  forth  in  a  blaze  of  chartreuse  and 
putrid  white  that  was  not  altogether  revolting.  “Paradise”  was  the  name  of  the  paper  according  to  Mrs.  Pearl, 
though  why,  she  could  not  tell.  She  suddenly  realized  that  he  was  speaking. 

“I  am  sorry  the  house  is  such  a  mess  but  I  had  some  guests  over  for  a  weekend.  .  .”  his  voice  trailed  on 
about  his  guests.  She  nodded  absently  and  thought  about  another  guest  at  the  other  house. 

He  was  tall,  auburn,  and  very,  very  handsome.  Mrs.  Pearl  thought  he  was  ‘strange’  because  he  was  ‘not 
from  thse  parts  around  ‘ere!’  Of  course  that  included  just  about  everybody.  But  she  had  not  thought  so.  To 
her,  he  was  a  brother.  He  had  taken  her  places,  and  for  walks;  he  had  confided  in  her  and  had  made  her  feel 
like  somebody.  He _ a  voice  brought  her  back  to  the  present. 

“Sit  down,  my  dear.  Would  you  care  for  a  drink?  Scotch  and  water?” 

“Umm”  She  sat  down.  How  strange  —  scotch  and  water.  She  remembered  the  night,  it  was  cold  and 
windy  —  “the  worst  since  ’93”  the  weatherman  said.  As  he  had  handed  her  the  drink  he  had  said,  “Scotch 
and  water?”  She  was  staring  into  the  cheery  fire  and  had  not  noticed  that  he  was  at  her  feet. 

“I  know  this  is  rather  sudden  but  I  want  to  ask  you  something.” 

“Oh?” 

“Answer  me  and  do  say  yes;  will  you  marry  me?” 

Her  eyes  snapped  away  from  the  fire  to  the  face  of  the  man  pleading  at  her  feet.  The  expression  was 
the  same  but  the  face  was  not.  For  instead  of  the  man  in  her  thoughts  it  was  the  man  of  the  present.  She 
found  herself  answering  as  if  in  a  repeat  performance. 

“No,  You’re  very  sweet  and  1  like  you  a  lot,  but  I’m  sorry;  I  cannot  marry  you.” 

It  was  as  though  the  past  was  being  relived.  The  same  words  but  worst  of  all  there  was  that  same  look 
on  his  face,  that  awful  look  that  made  the  past  come  alive. 

As  she  went  out  the  door  she  remembered  the  look  of  her  old  lover’s  mangled  body  after  his  suicidal 
jump,  and  went  home  instinctively  knowing  that  she  would,  in  the  morning,  receive  a  note  from  homicide. 


Barbara  Clerihue 
Grade  IX 


Echoes 


The  thick  white  mist  lil  ted  quietly  and  gently  off  the  glassy  surface  of  the  lake.  An  early  morning  sun 
was  visible,  rising  steadily  from  the  pine-shrouded  hills  across  the  lake.  There  was  a  hush,  a  motionless  wonder 
over  the  scene.  No  leaves  shuddered  in  the  wind,  no  squirrels  darted  in  the  underbrush.  It  was  an  ominous 
silence,  too  still  to  seem  alive. 

From  the  shores  of  the  lake  rose  majestic,  smooth  cliffs  worn  by  years  in  the  wind  and  rain,  draped 
here  and  there  with  patches  of  adventurous  moss.  At  intervals,  a  pine  tree  hung  precariously  over  the 
ominous  precipices. 

The  mist  had  now  glided  off  the  water,  and  melted  into  the  damp  air.  The  tall  grasses  and  plants  on 
the  shoreline  were  laden  with  dew. 

A  small  figure  became  visible  between  the  dense  foliage  of  the  forested  shore.  It  was  a  man. 

His  body  was  tall  and  lean,  his  muscles,  firm  and  taut.  He  was  bronzed  all  over,  and  carried  only  an 
animal  hide  loincloth.  His  gentle  padding  broke  the  unearthly  silence,  as  he  carefully  trod  between  the 
grasses.  His  hair  was  not  the  colour  of  an  Indian,  but  golden  instead,  and  his  eyes  were  grey. 

From  the  underbrush  by  the  shore  he  uncovered  a  canoe.  The  swishing  sound  of  the  wet  branches 
seemed  deafening  with  the  dead  silence  that  reigned.  He  lifted  the  canoe  noiselessly,  without  exertion,  and 
lowered  it  onto  his  sturdy  shoulders.  He  bent  down  and  picked  up  a  paddle  and  a  large  rock.  Carrying  them 
both  to  the  shoreline,  he  walked  carefully,  with  the  agility  of  his  Indian  brothers. 

No,  this  one  was  clearly  not  a  true  Indian,  for  his  features  were  different  from  theirs.  He  had  the 
customs  and  mannerisms  of  a  brother,  but  his  characteristics  gave  lead  to  the  fact  that  he  was  a  half-brother, 
an  adopted  son  of  the  tribe  of  Assiniboine. 

The  canoe  touched  the  still  waters  of  the  lake,  sending  out  ceaseless  ripples.  The  surface  of  the  water, 
which  hid  what  lay  below  obscured  by  the  depths,  began  to  flutter,  to  move,  and  the  scene  took  on  an  air 
of  imperfection. 

The  young  man  walked  with  his  canoe,  stirring  up  the  sands  and  clay  of  the  cold  lake-bed.  When  his 
canoe  was  a  safe  depth,  he  sprang  nimbly  into  it  with  his  paddle  and  stone.  He  placed  the  former  on  the  keel 
and  the  blade  of  the  paddle  in  the  water. 

With  steady  strokes,  the  young  brave  directed  his  canoe  to  the  centre  of  the  lake.  He  picked  up  speed 
and  glided  along,  his  position  perfectly  aligned  with  the  glassy  surface.  Waves  began  in  his  wake,  fanning 
out  until  they  reached  the  cliff-lined  shoreline  and  then  bouncing  back. 

At  the  deepest  most  unknown  part  of  the  lake,  the  young  man  slowed  down  and  steadied  his  canoe. 

The  sun  had  now  fully  risen  on  a  day  that  was  clear  and  warm.  The  wind  showed  signs  of  picking  up 
which  was  perceptible  in  the  rustling  of  the  pine  leaves. 


The  young  man  rose  up  in  his  canoe.  With  the  sinew  from  his  loincloth,  he  made  a  loop,  and  attached 
the  other  end  to  the  stone  on  the  floorboards  of  the  canoe.  Then  he  attached  the  loop  in  the  gut  to  his  own 
ankle  and  stood  up.  The  light  craft  might  have  capsized,  but  the  brave  was  very  well  balanced.  He  raised 
his  arms  in  prayer  and  said  softly: 

“O  great  spirit,  hear  my  prayer. 

For  1  am  thy  true  brave. 

Thou  hast  given  us  fire  for  our  delight. 

Thou  hast  given  to  us  the  animals  of  the  forest, 

But  thou  hast  given  Dawenedine  to  Yugeniosta  as  squaw 
And  for  this  I  cannot  live 
Any  longer  with  my  people. 

I  fled  the  men  who  I  was  born  to  serve 
And  I  would  never  return. 

But  if  I  should  not  live  with  these  people 
Then  I  choose  not  to  live  at  all. 

I  give  unto  you  my  soul 

And  ask  only  that  I  may  live  in  the  lands  beyond  the  sun 
With  the  great  bear  and  the  fox. 

1  give  myself  to  thee,  great  Spirit  of  the  lake,  and  of 
the  trees,  and  sky  and  stars. 

And  may  these  waters  echo  my  prayers  forever.” 

There  was  absolute  silence  all  about  the  tiny  lake.  A  small  figure  grew  larger  as  through  the  forest  it 
approached.  It  was  a  woman. 

She  stopped  at  the  sight  of  the  canoe,  floating  alone  in  the  midst  of  the  lake;  and  she  knelt  and  wept 
for  him;  and  she  stopped  and  listened,  for  all  around  her  voice  could  be  heard  again  and  again  echoing  her 
last  prayer  to  her  lost  love. 


Anne  Sutherland 
Grade  X 
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Life  is  full  of  rude  awakenings! 


A  small  boy  stood 
all  alone 

looking  very  solemn 
in  his  place. 

He  stared  at  me  but  said 
not  a  thing 
He  was  not  interested 
but  still 

he  looked  in  his  small 
quizzical  stare. 

He  made  me  feel  afraid 
but  why  should  I  be  afraid 
of  this  small  child? 

What  could  he  do  to  harm  me? 

What  could  he  do  to  make  me  so  scared? 
I  had  no  idea. 

But  as  if  he  knew  my  thoughts 

he  slowly  smiled 

turned 

and  walked  away. 


Jane  Yuile 
Grade  XI 


\ 
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The  Complainer 

She  complained  daily  that  school  was  a  bore, 
A  prison 
A  jail. 

Yet  she  wore  no  stripes. 

She  complained  of  the  books, 

the  rules 

the  regulations. 

Yet  she  never  was  caught. 


The  fog  weeps 
and  hangs  lustreless 
over  the  foliage.  .  . 

A  pearl-grey  shadow 
strewn  across  the  dawn.  .  . 

Nature  is  hidden  and  obscure. 

Doone  Patch 
Grade  XI 


She  complained  of  the  teachers, 
their  methods 
their  markings. 

Yet  she  never  failed. 


When  will  she  stop  complaining? 
When  no  one  listens. 


Today,  she  is  working  behind  a  typewriter  for  $2.50  an  hour. 
No  one  is  listening. 


Annie  Tobias 
Grade  XI 
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Hallowe'en  Scares 


Winter 


Snow  white,  falling  bright 
Making  children  shiver. 

Painting  windows,  painting  trees 
And  freezing  every  river. 

Silver  are  your  snowflakes 
Like  shining  crystal  glass; 
Turning  every  single  thing 
White  when  you  pass. 

Winter  you  are  so  lovely 
When  your  cloak  is  laid  aground, 
You  spread  it  out  so  silently 
Without  a  single  sound. 

Kathy  Goddard 
Grade  IV 


In  the  night, 

The  moon  shines  bright. 

The  pumpkin  mellow, 
Shines  golden  yellow. 

The  witches  pass, 

Through  the  wet  grass. 

Big  bears  growl, 

Little  cats  prowl. 

People  scream, 

The  trees  look  mean. 

Goblins  fight, 

In  the  still  dark  night. 

Linda  Rudberg 
Grade  IV 


A  NEW  WORLD  IS  COMING 


Can  you  imagine  a  computer  having  a  conversation  with  a  patient,  and  afterwards  that  patient  swearing 
that  he’d  been  talking  to  his  doctor? 

Impossible?  No.  Not  too  long  ago  that  happened.  For  nothing  is  impossible  any  longer.  With  the  advent 
of  twentieth  century  technology  that  word  as  we  know  it  has  ceased  to  exist.  So  much  that  was  labeled  as 
‘impossible’  has  already  happened  or  will  probably  happen  soon. 

Five  hundred  years  ago  a  scientist  cried  out  in  the  law  courts;  “Common  sense  must  tell  everyone  that 
the  earth  cannot  possibly  be  a  ball,  otherwise  the  people  on  the  lower  half  would  fall  into  the  void.” 

Nobody  alive  one  hundred  years  ago  would  have  considered  the  possibility  of  colour  television  or  the 
launching  of  spaceships.  But  plans  have  been  approved  for  a  new  type  of  transportation  where  a  spaceship  is 
launched  high  into  the  atmosphere.  It  will  sit  there  and  wait  while  the  earth  revolves  below.  After  waiting 
for,  say  half  an  hour,  it  returns  to  earth  to  land  in  Australia.  Ever  tried  explaining  that  to  anyone  alive  one 
hundred  years  ago? 

Now  that  we  have  landed  men  on  the  moon  we  are  standing  at  the  beginning  of  a  new  age.  So  what 
lies  in  store  for  us?  Will  some  future  prime  minister  be  a  woman?  Will  we  be  able  to  deep-freeze  men  and 
then  restore  them  to  life?  Will  we  be  able  to  go  to  the  moon  for  a  holiday  should  Miami  Beach  become  boring? 

Possibilities  that  we  wouldn’t  think  of  in  our  wildest  dreams...  or  nightmares,  will  soon  become  everyday 
realities.  Clearly  a  new  world  is  coming.  But  will  we  be  ready  for  it?  Well  that  depends  on  us.  This  is  a  question 
that  each  one  of  us  must  find  her  own  answer  to. 

Picture  if  you  will,  this  is  an  examination  paper  with  one  question  printed  on  it.  The  question  reads; 

“A  new  theory  has  appeared.  What  do  you  say  about  it?”  And  you  will  check  one  of  the  following  answers: 

a)  you  suggest  that  it  be  told  to  the  marines 

b)  you  don’t  see  any  sense  in  it 

c)  you  recognize  that  there  is  a  grain  of  possibility  in  it  and  resolve  to  bear  it  in  mind 

1  stress  answer  ‘c’  only  to  prove  a  point.  Christopher  Columbus  was  certain  that  the  earth  was  round 
and  the  east  could  be  reached  by  sailing  west.  You  can  imagine  how  this  notion  was  greeted  in  Columbus’  home 
town  in  those  days!  But  there  was  one  person  who  did  recognize  the  grain  of  truth  in  his  theory.  With  her 
support  he  discovered  America.  Now  what  would  have  happened  if  nobody  had  agreed  to  the  possibility  of  a 
round  earth  —  if  nobody  had  believed  that  man  could  someday  walk  on  the  moon?  Where  would  we  be  now? 
Queen  Isabella  was  the  one  person  out  of  perhaps  a  hundred  who  recognized  the  possible  truth  in  Columbus’ 
theory.  You  see  what  happened  because  of  it.  Can  you  imagine  what  would  happen  if  ninety  or  perhaps  a  hundred 
out  of  that  hundred  were  as  open-minded  as  she? 

This  choice  is  ours.  For  minds  are  like  parachutes,  functioning  only  when  they  are  open.  New  ideas 
and  inventions  are  appearing  everyday  so  we  owe  it  to  ourselves  to  be  rational  and  objective  when  meeting 
them  because,  whether  or  not  we  are  ready  —  someday  the  impossible  is  going  to  happen. 

Connie  Everson  (Sixth  Form) 

Winner  of  the  Public  Speaking  Competition. 
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Me  And  You 

You. 

Is  somebody 
Me. 

Is  anybody 
You. 

Maybe  gentle 
Me. 

Maybe  harmless 
You. 

Maybe  dangerous 
Me. 

Maybe  terrible 
But.  .  . 

You.  .  . 

Is.  .  . 

Me. 

And 

Me  Is.  .  . 

You. 

There  is  no  difference  between  us. 

Susanne  Barwick 
Grade  V. 


There  was  an  old  geezer  from  Weezer 
Who  shut  himself  up  in  the  freezer 
When  he  came  out 
He  twirled  about  and  said: 

“It  could  have  been  breezier!  ” 

Susan  Hood 
Grade  V. 


Life 

Life  is  something  that  is 
hard  to  explain, 

Life  is  happiness,  freedom 
and  pain. 

Life  is  something  each  man 
will  lead, 

Life  is  slowness,  calmness 
and  speed. 

Life  is  a  hole  that  you  must 
mend. 

And  life  will  eventually  come, 
to  an  end. 

Willa  Stevenson 
Grade  IV. 
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Hades 

Fascination  arrested  me  as  my  gaze 
caught  the  shimmering  surface, 

Warily  I  conceded  to  answer  the  beckoning  call. 

And  stepped  in. .  . 

Distorted  shadows  cast  themselves  upon  the  mottled  path, 
While  rainbows  diffused  by  the  sharp  angulation 
Lit  the  crevices. 

I  reached  out. .  . 

Contained  by  reflections  which  trapped  me  in  glass 
I  will  remain  an  isolated  image, 

Mocked  by  depths  of  crystal. 

Deirdre  Stoker 
Grade  XI 


The  Sixth  Form  had  sneezles 
And  wheezles 
One  week, 

What  a  freak! 

Nobody  came 

But  they  taught  just  the  same. 
Laurie  was  lame, 

Ruthie  had  sniffles, 

(Deedee  had  giggles! ) 

But  no  one  had  measles. 

We  were  struck  with  the  flu, 
And  the  teachers  were  too. 
Since  then  we  have  worked, 

It  cannot  be  shirked! 

Annette  Nicholson 
Grade  XI 
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The  Spinster 


It  was  a  black  evening,  perhaps  it  was  blacker  than  black.  I  struck  the  match  that  would  kindle  my  emotions.  I 
placed  this  mortal  light  in  contact  with  a  small  heap  of  twigs  and  brush,  and  then  1  stood  by  and  waited.  Soon,  the  glowing 
light  began  to  spread  and  envelop  those  twigs  that  had  lain  silent  since  the  beginning.  Within  rapid  seconds,  the  blackness 
was  aglow  and  my  passions  began  to  burn  and  seethe  within  me.  As  the  flames  leapt  higher  and  crackled  in  frenzy,  I 
leapt  within  myself  and  my  emotions  screamed  out,  but  for  none  to  hear. 

It  was  not  long  before  the  flames  lost  their  brightness,  their  radiant  warmth,  their  clear  sharp  voice  against  the 
blackest  silence.  Smaller  and  smaller  did  these  flames  burn,  until  there  were  no  flames,  no  fire,  only  the  dying  embers  of 
my  emotions  smouldering  out  within  me. 

Blackness.  .  .  under  the  icy  grip  of  loneliness.  Barren  and  cold  like  the  unrelenting  snow  which  falls  upon  my  hopes 
and  desires.  Like  the  icebergs  which  float  out  at  sea,  my  passions  drift  calmly  within  me,  white  and  untouched.  Age  has 
taken  firm  grasp  upon  the  budding  youth  which  I  had  vainly  tried  to  hold  on  to.  It  melted  away  from  me  and  was  lost 
among  the  currents  in  a  freshwater  lake. 

1  sit  now,  alone  in  my  room,  and  1  decide  to  light  a  fire  in  the  chimney-place.  I  strike  the  match  and  light  the 
shadows  which  lie  close  about  me.  Dancing  and  laughing  against  the  lifless  logs,  I  am  mocked,  I  who  look  on.  I  rise  to 
draw  the  curtains  which  wili  hide  for  me  the  winter  waiting  patiently  outside. 

The  flames  leap  into  smoke  and  disappear  into  the  night.  I  put  up  the  kettle  and  pour  myself  a  cup  of  tea  to  warm 
the  icicles  which  cling  to  me. 

I  had  my  chance  once,  my  glow  one  time  and  1  wasted  it.  It  passed  and  died,  just  like  the  fire.  I  was  left  with 
nothing  but  winter. 

Old  and  grey,  I  sit  now  and  vicariously  light  fires,  but  they  never  catch  or  burn,  they  turn  to  smoke  and  disappear. 
And  I,  though  I  live  in  this  world,  am  nothing  but  a  cold  dead  flower,  withered  in  the  night. 

Tied  for  First  Place  Senior  School  Award 

Alexander  Hutchison  Essay  Competition 
Anne  Tobias 
Grade  XI. 


You’re  So  Vain 

Title  of  a  song  by  Carly  Simon 

Man  is  God’s  greatest  creation!  Man  is  in  every  way  far  superior  to  all  other  species  that  have  existed  and  that 
exist  now!  He  is  unequaled  on  this  planet!  Millions  of  men  have  believed  this  for  centuries,  but,  at  present,  there  ap¬ 
pears  to  be  a  small  yet  distinct  possibility  that  Man  is  just  an  ordinary  creature  whose  only  amazing  qualities  are  his  van¬ 
ity  and  his  ability  to  underestimate  other  animals. 

Until  recently  Man  prided  himself  with  the  fact  that  Ids  intelligence  was  greater  than  that  of  all  other  animals. 
However,  it  has  now  been  discovered  that  the  dolphin  has  an  equally  high  degree  of  intelligence  and  can  learn  to  under¬ 
stand  some  of  Man’s  language.  Can  Man  decipher  any  of  the  dolphin’s  language?  Well.  .  .  er.  .  .  not  as  of  yet. 

Man  has  proudly  evolved  for  himself  an  extremely  structured  and  “civilized”  society.  So  have  the  ants.  So  have  the 
bees.  Do  ants  face  growing  pollution  problems  and  possible  self-achieved  extinction?  Do  bees  have  to  contend  with  rising 
unemployment?  Admittedly  not. 

The  extinction  of  Man  is  viewed  (by  Man)  as  something  horribly  unnatural.  But  on  exactly  what  grounds  does  he 
base  his  assumption  that  God  or  Mother  Nature  or  some  being,  foreign  to  the  Earth,  would  judge  Man’s  extinction  to  be 
a  greater  catastophe  than  the  sad  disappearance  of  the  Dodo  Bird?  In  all  fairness,  Man  deserves  this  fate  more  than  any 
other  species  because  he  has  brought  it  on  himself.  And  yet  Man’s  intelligence  is  equal  to  or  greater  than  that  of  any 
animal. 

Man  does  not  like  being  called  by  the  names  given  to  other  species.  He  would  be  shocked  and  insulted  if  we  told 
him  he  resembled  a  gorilla  or  a  rat  or,  for  that  matter,  almost  any  species  on  Earth.  This  is  because  Man  considers  himself 
the  possessor  of  an  exceptionally  attractive  exterior.  Fortunately  for  Man’s  sake,  a  poll  has  never  been  taken  to  determine 
whether  gorillas  and  rats  also  consider  Man’s  exterior  exceptionally  attractive. 

It  is  interesting  to  note  Man’s  treatment  of  other  species.  For  some  types  ot  animals  Man  has  a  cool  disregard.  He 
simply  ignores  them  and  the  way  in  which  he  is  destroying  their  race,  until  they  finally  arrive  at  extinction.  (After  this 
race  has  become  extinct,  Man  is  terribly  upset,  but  usually  only  until  he  has  found  another  extinct  species  to  become 
terrible  upset  over). 


Man  trains  some  types  of  animals  to  serve  him  loyally  and  gently.  The  animal  must  never  attack  Man,  or  it  will  be 
killed  immediately.  Man  should  not  attack  the  animal,  or  he  may  be  fined,  (especially  if  he  kills  it).  It  would  appear 
that  species  with  greater  intelligence  are  afforded  impunity  when  they  kill  species  of  supposed  lesser  intelligence. 

Further  information  about  Man  the  animal  can  be  found  in  various  books.  These  books  are  all  written  by  Man 
himself  and  usually  contain  words  of  praise  for  his  accomplishments  and  his  superior  position  on  Earth.  The  material 
is  interesting  and  can  be  of  value,  if  one  has  the  time  to  sift  through  it  and  separate  fact  from  vanity. 

Oh!  And  one  word  of  warning:  Do  not  attempt  to  convince  Man  that  he  is  vain  and  not  really  such  an  extraord¬ 
inary  creature.  He  will  say  he  agrees  one  hundred  percent.  . . .  and  will  then  continue  to  act  and  talk  in  the  same  manner 
and  way  he  has  for  centuries. 

How  ironic!  Some  of  the  most  ‘intelligent’  species  can  appear  to  be  quite  stupid. 

Tied  for  First  Place  Senior  School  Award  Wendy  Goodall 
Alexander  Hutchison  Essay  Competition  Grade  XI. 

And  The  Winner  Is.  .  . 

Man’s  best  friend?  The  logical  answer  is  none  other  than  the  friendly  howl  early  in  the  morning,  shedding,  garbage 
eating,  rabid  dog.  Of  course,  not  everybody  shares  my  opinion  that  these  cuddly,  lovable  animals  with  ticks,  fleas,  and 
whatnot  are  man’s  best  friend. 

Some  people  seem  to  think  that  the  cat,  best  described  as  a  slinky,  scratchy,  haughty  creature,  holds  the  record  for 
being  loyal  to  his  master,  or  mistress. 

To  find  out  the  real  winner,  (may  the  best  man.  . .  oops!  .  .  .  animal  win),  I  conducted  a  little  test.  The  “Most 
Obedient  Animal  Award”  comes  first.  The  dog  had  to  catch  a  stick  that  I  had  thrown  way  off  in  the  woods.  (An  easy 
feat  that  can  be  accomplished).  The  stick  was  thrown  and  you  wait  for  the  dog  to  come  back  with  it.  And  wait,  and  wait, 
and  wait.  Ah!  but  here  he  comes  the  darling  mutt,  and  he  has  brought  the  stick!  !  !  No.  .  .  I  do  believe  it  is  the  body  of 
my  pet  squirrel,  Frisky. 

Anyway,  the  cat’s  trick  was  to  answer  to  her  dinner  call.  When  I  said,  “Here,  Pitch,”  the  dear  tiling  came  in  -  with 
her  own  dinner. 

Now  that  we  have  finished  that  part,  (both  animals  coming  out  with  flying  colours),  I  will  go  on  with  the  “Clean¬ 
liness  Award.”  The  poor  dog  is  defeated  by  that  over-sanitary  beast  -  the  cat.  The  fish  also  is  in  this  competition,  but 
what  do  expect  while  he  is  taking  a  bath  all  day  and  night  long. 

Next  on  our  agenda,  is  the  “Loyalty  Award,”  which  goes  to  the  dog  who  would  not  dare  bite  the  master  or  mistress 
or  children  of  the  house,  but  strangers  such  as;  your  son’s  friend,  Aunt  Mildred,  the  postman,  milkman,  and  the  Avon 
representative. 

When  the  cat  tried  to  do  these  things,  she  ran  off  and  scratched  everything  in  sight,  and  I  mean  everthing  in  sight. 
Which  brings  me  to  the  final  award,  “The  Better  Pet!  ”  Can  you  hug  a  cat?  I’ll  say  this  much,  it  is  difficult.  A  dog? 

They  are  always  on  your  bed  when  you  wake  up  in  the  morning,  or  whenever  else  they  decide  to  jump  on  top  of  you. 

Around  the  house  the  dog  is  better.  A  cat  can  scare  the  life  out  of  you,  just  to  make  you  jealous  of  her  nine.  And 
certainly  the  most  annoying  is  when  you  finally  got  the  material  changed  on  your  sofa,  and  you  find  your  new  $300 
a  yard  fabric  clawed  to  smithereens. 

The  dog?  No  problem,  once  in  a  while  you  find  a  squirrel’s  tail  on  your  divine  Oriental  rug,  but  generally,  they  are 
much  more  thoughtful  and  leave  the  rest  of  the  squirrel  in  the  kitchen. 

Now  the  competition  is  over,  and  who  wins  it?  Well,  it  is  all  up  to  you. 


First  Place  Middle  School  Award  Susanna  Birchwood 

Alexander  Hutchison  Essay  Competition  Grade  VIII. 


Reflections  on  the  Metro 


A  business  man  languidly  blows  his  nose; 

A  girl  clears  her  throat;  a  tough  skinny  guy  blows  pink  gum  bubbles. 

The  old  grey  lady  in  the  speckled  coat  absently  crunches  her  rye  thins,  holding  her  shopping  bag  between  her  feet. 
Her  neighbour  finds  fascination  in  the  window 
As  stray  crumbs  fall  into  his  lap. 

A  dirty  little  boy  slouches  in  his  seat 
And  noisily  smacks  a  purple  lollipop; 

The  woman  beside  him  looks  distastefully  down  her  hook-nose, 

Unaware  that  her  brown  hat  is  crooked. 

A  Direct  Film  ad  blrnks  past. 

Two  fat  women  pause  to  glance,  and  then  continue  their  jabbering; 

One  clutches  a  wailing  baby  in  a  fuzzy  pink  snow-suit 

The  owlish  man  tries  to  convince  himself  that  the  hippie  beside  him  smells, 

While  the  girl  in  front  busies  herself  with  a  loose  thread  on  her  coat. 


The  people  sit  and  gaze  at  the  floor, 

Or  study  the  rubber  rim  on  the  rattling  door,  as  they  nonchalantly  glance  at  everyone  else. 
BBTHPPP--slurp--rumble--jabber--waaa-pop! 

Out  of  the  tunnel  and  finally  stop-- 
Atwater! 


The  Metro  opens  its  mouths  and  spit  then  all  out  in  disgust. 


Jennifer  Goddard 
Grade  XI. 


Silence,  is  a  thing  of  the  past, 

No  riches  can  buy  it, 

And  hope  not  will  lend  it, 

But  life  must  go  on 
even  in  a  world, 

where  peace  is  just  an  unreachable  dream 

Pat  Carlson 
Grade  VIII. 


You  cried, 

In  all  your  dark  despair 
The  springtime  of  life. 

Lisa  Price 
Grade  VI !  I . 
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TENNIS  TEAM 


\ 
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Sports  Report 


The  Study  began  their  sports  this  year  with  a  very  successful  field  day.  Everyone  was  enthusiastic  because  it  took 
place  at  the  beginning  of  the  year  rather  than  during  the  rainy  month  of  May.  The  results  were  very  close,  with  Mu  Gamma 
coming  first. 

Tennis,  unfortunately,  was  not  as  successful  as  we  had  hoped.  We  were  unable  to  retain  the  tennis  cup  which  went 
to  a  very  deserving  team  from  E.C.S. 

The  basketball  cup  went  to  E.C.S. ,  but  The  Study  ended  the  season  with  two  very  stimulating  games  versus  S.H.S. 
Due  to  unprofessional  refereeing,  the  scores  were  debatable,  but  still,  we  had  some  good  laughs. 

In  volleyball,  the  first  team  won  every  game.  The  second  team  won  all  but  one  against  E.C.S.  The  next  few  months 
are  crowded  with  activities  including  the  teacher  versus  sixth  form  volleyball  game,  badminton  tournaments  and  swimming 
races. 

Mr.  David  McCall  made  a  generous  donation  to  the  Physical  Education  Department  this  year  -  a  trampoline.  Every 
student  is  both  thrilled  and  deeply  grateful  for  this  encouragement  in  the  field  of  gymnastics. 

A  word  of  thanks  is  extended  to  those  martyrs  who  diligently  performed  their  gym  duty  amidst  the  chaotic 
situation  in  the  gym  every  morning.  Appreciation  goes  to  Tommy  Agar,  and  those  girls  from  The  Study  who  contributed 
some  fantastic  sports  photographs  to  this  section  of  the  magazine. 

Without  the  guidance  and  encouragement  of  Mrs.  Wright,  the  ‘72-73’  year  would  not  have  been  as  enjoyable  or  as 
profitable  as  it  was.  We  sincerely  hope  that  The  Study  girls  gained  what  they  strove  for  during  this  year  in  gym  partici¬ 
pation  and  sportsmanship. 

Deirdre  Demers 
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FIRST  BASKETBALL  TEAM 


BACK  ROW:  Heather  Ratcliff,  Carrie  McDougall,  Jill  Morton,  Deirdre  Stoker,  Deborah  Penton.  FRONT 
ROW:  Anne  Hale,  Karen  Stacey,  Deirdre  Demers-captain,  Corrie  Terfloth,  Ruth  Common. 

SECOND  BASKETBALL  TEAM 


BACK  ROW:  Sally  Graham  -captain,  Barbara  Moore,  Susan  Gray,  Susan  Hyde,  Vicky  Harris,  Katie  Dingle. 
FRONT  ROW:  Lisa  Price,  Sandra  DeJong,  Cathy  Oliver,  Jane  Calder. 


VOLLEYBALL  FIRST  TEAM 


LEFT  to  RIGHT  ,  TOP:  Jennifer  Goddard,  Diana  Wickham,  Gillian  Stikeman,  Heather  Ratcliff,  Anne  Hale,  Ruth  Common,  Connie 
Everson.  BOTTOM:  Carrie  McDougall,  Deirdre  Demers  (captain),  Jill  Morton. 
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VOLLEYBALL  SECOND  TEAM 


LEFT  to  RIGHT.,  TOP:  Vicky  Harris,  Katie  Dingle,  Sarah  Hampson.  MIDDLE:  Susan  Gray,  Susan  Hyde,  Jeannie  Baxter,  (captain): 
Barbara  Moore.  BOTTOM:  Barbara  Goddard,  Jane  Fontein. 
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VV  T- 


kindergarten 


BACK  ROW:  Caroline  Otto,  Julie  Bushell,  Jill  Bockmann,  Caro  Sambrook,  Vanessa  von  Eicken,  Courtney  Church,  Roberta  O’Brien, 
Tanja  Swart,  Anouk  Looten,  Michele  McConnell.  MIDDLE  ROW:  Fiona  Wright,  Sarah  Mulholland,  Elizabeth  Cheesbrough,  Mary 
Hallward,  Siobhan  Finley,  Corinna  Mozo.  FRONT  ROW:  Diana  Walls,  Nancy  Welsford,  Jane  Eisenhauer. 


lower  B 


BACK  ROW:  Hope  Fraser,  Frances  Thomson,  Paula  Nonaczynski,  Tantiko  von  Eicken,  Thalia  Grant,  Sarah  Allen.  FRONT  ROW: 
Susanna  Cunhill,  Cynthia  Bushell,  Cynthia  Carrique.  ABSENT :  Kit  Ritchie,  Cynthia  Ross. 


upper  B 


L.  to  R.,  BACK  ROW:  Lisa  Shaddick,  Mary  Riddell,  Jennifer  Frosst,  Amanda  Gaston,  Elise  Church,  Sarah  Beech,  Michelle 
MacKay  Smith,  Nicola  Grant,  Virginia  Zarifi,  Gillian  Welsford.  SEATED:  Caroline  Price,  Borra  Garson,  Jennifer  May,  Anne 
Hallward,  Valerie  Otto,  Geraldine  Rivain.  FRONT  ROW:  Eva  Essig,  Catherine  Blundell,  Madeline  Mulholland. 


lower  A 


L  to  R.,  BACK  ROW:  Kimberly  Saloman,  Diana  Farish,  Gabrielle  Korn,  Cynthia  Hyde,  Caroline  Rhea,  Alexandra  Elliott,  Linda  Mac- 
Kenzie,  Beverly  Scholes,  Erin  O’Brien,  Claire  O’Brien.  MIDDLE  ROW:  Erica  Nadler,  Venetia  Eisenhauer,  Linda  Davis.  Mitzi  Bockmann, 
Michelle  Blundell,  Caroline  Gillespie.  FRONT  ROW:  Amanda  Travers,  Melanie  Barwick,  Andrea  Nucci. 
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1  WISH  1  WAS  A  BALLERINA 


I  wish  I  was  a  ballerina 
oh  yes,  oh  yes  I  do. 

1  want  to  stand  on  the  tip  of  my  toe, 
oh  yes,  oh  yes  1  do. 

I'll  have  a  beautiful  ballerina  dress, 
oh  yes,  oh  yes  l  would. 

1  would  want  to  be  the  star  like  in  sleeping  beauty, 
oh  yes,  oh  yes  I  would. 

I  want  the  bright  light  to  shine  on  me, 
oh  yes,  oh  yes  1  would. 

1  will  be  a  ballerina, 
oh  yes,  oh  yes  I  will. 

Mitzi  Bockmann 
(Grade  111) 


SLOWLY 

Slowly  I  walk  when  1  am  sad, 
slowly  1  talk, 
slowly  I  read, 

slowly  I  wake  up  in  the  morning, 

slowly  I  do  math, 

slowly  I  move  from  grade  to  grade, 

slowly  I  pack  my  toys  to  give  away, 

slowly  the  horse  walks  up  the  path, 

slowly  1  go  up  the  stairs  to  go  to  bed, 

slowly! 

Vicki  Roffey 
(Grade  IV) 


A  STORY  OF  ME  AND  MY  HOUSE 

I  am  4  feet  tall  and  1  inch. 

1  weigh  60  pounds. 

My  hair  is  1  yard  long  1  think. 

My  nose  is  short. 

My  eyes  are  brown. 

1  do  not  wear  glasses. 

I  think  I  have  100  freckles. 

1  live  in  Canada. 

The  street  I  live  on  is _ 

My  telephone  number  is _ 

My  house  has  4  clocks. 

My  house  has  24  mirrors. 

I  love  to  eat  corn  on  the  cob  and  ice  cream. 

But  please  don’t  give  me  any  spinach. 

Next  year  I  blow  out  nine  candles. 

My  birthday  is  November  8th. 

My  best  friends  are  Vicky  and  Kate. 
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Heather  Avrith 
(Grade  IV) 


SPOOKS 


The  witches  ride  around  on  their  brooms,  the  goblins  following  behind.  The  black  cats  crawling  all  around,  and  in  the 
witches  mansion  with  all  the  bats,  skeletons  and  tarantulas,  the  people  that  wander  in  are  all  old  bones  now.  The  wizards 
use  them  for  their  mechanical  frankensteins.  This  is  what  happens  on  Hallowe’en. 


PEOPLE 

What  are  people  really  like? 

Are  they  small  or  tall? 

Are  they  good  or  bad? 

Glad  or  sad 

Thin  or  fat 

Smart  or  dumb 

What  are  people  really  like? 

Tell  me  in  your  own  way. 

Caroline  Rhea 
(Grade  III) 


SNOW 


The  snow  makes  the  world  look  like  fairyland.  It  makes  it  look  like  a  big  round  white  ball.  The  trees  are  white,  and  the 
world  is  white.  When  it  snows  the  traffic  slows  down.  There  is  lots  of  fun  in  the  snow  too,  you  can  make  snow  balls, 
forts,  snowmen,  and  lots  of  other  things.  The  wind  makes  you  cold  and  you  shiver.  It  is  harder  to  walk  because  the  snow 
pushes  you  back.  The  snow  makes  it  hard  to  see. 

Venetia  Eisenhauer 
(Grade  III) 


CURLING  UP 

I  curl  up  tight. 

Nobody  knows. 

It’s  warm. 

Teddy  comes  down  also. 

It’s  deep  down  in  a  special  corner  of  my  bed- 
My  flowered  sheets  act  as  flowered  wallpaper. 
Every  night  I  come  down  to  get  to  my  corner. 
Sometimes  you  have  to  come  up  for  air. 

One  time  I  nearly  fell  asleep. 

It’s  fun. 

Now  I  must  go  up  for  air, 
come  on  Teddy. 

Willa  Stevenson 
(Grade  IV) 
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The  Merry-Go-Round 

When  I  go  on  a  Merry-go-round 

With  beautiful  coloured  horses 

Round  and  round  1  go  up  high 

With  sweet  music  1  sec  the  Hot-Dog  Stand. 

Sarah  Beech 
Grade  II 


The  Fairy 

Berrys  berrys 
everywhere 
Red  roses  die 
leaves  fall 
Water  is  cold 
flower  petals  fold 
Leaves  turn  to  gold 
and  fairy  berrys. 

Caroline  Price 
Grade  I 


Snow 

When  it  is  snowing  the  animals  hibernate. 

The  earth  changes. 

The  ground  is  white  with  snow. 

The  snow  bites  my  face  and  makes  my  toes  cold. 

Nicola  Grant 
Grade  II 


1 


V 


Mme.  Kebedgy,  Miss  Birks,  Mrs.  Allen,  Mrs.  Finley,  Miss  Wilson. 
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Skating 

My  favourite  sport  in  the  winter  is  skating. 

Because  when  you  glide  along  you  just  let  yourself 
go  and  feel  free  like  you  are  an  expert  in  skating. 
But  when  you  fall  it  is  not  very  nice. 

You  get  an  aching  bottom. 

Andrea  Nucci 
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The  Study  Old  Girls’  Association 


President:  Mrs.  Neil  Ivory  (Joan  Fraser) 

Vice-president:  Mrs.  Robert  Sabler  (Frances  Morris) 

Secretary:  Mrs.  Christopher  Hampson  (Joan  Evans) 

Treasurer:  Mrs.  Anson  McKim  (Fiona  Bogert) 

For  those  of  you  who  are  still  at  school,  the  S.O.G.A.  may  be  a  bit  of  a  mystery.  By  the  time  you  read  this,  your 
Sixth  Form  will  have  been  to  our  Annual  Dinner  and  joined  our  ranks,  as  our  youngest  ‘Old  Girls.'  Who  are  we,  what  do 
we  do,  and  why  do  we  exist?  Who  we  are  is  really  easy  to  answer.  Any  girl  who  has  ever  gone  to  The  Study,  even  if  only 
for  a  short  time,  can  be  an  Old  Girl,  just  by  paying  her  dues.  Ln  spite  of  this,  we  are  not  very  large  group  --  only  250- 
as  over  the  years  we  have  lost  track  of  many  of  our  schoolmates.  As  well,  there  are  some  who  just  ‘couldn’t  care  less’ 
about  joining  -  some  because  they  lived  in  other  parts  of  the  world,  and  others  because  having  no  daughters,  they  decided 
that  The  Study  was  not  a  part  of  their  lives.  But  the  S.O.G.A.  is  not  a  Mothers’  Club!  Many  of  us,  if  married  at  all,  have 
nothing  but  sons,  and  our  members  are  scattered  all  over  the  world.  So  we  hope  that  when  you  finish  school  you  will 
keep  up  your  membership  in  order  to  keep  in  touch  with  each  other  and  in  touch  with  the  school. 

What  we  do  is  slightly  more  difficult  to  describe,  as  we  will  do  almost  anything  if  there  seems  a  good  reason  for 
it.  From  time  to  time,  we  have  a  money-raising  event,  which  not  only  brings  us  all  together,  but  at  the  same  time  provides 
us  with  some  money  with  which  we  can  buy  things  for  the  school;  books  for  the  Library,  equipment  for  the  lab,  a  much 
wanted  projector,  or  those  Shields  on  which  you  can  read  the  names  of  all  the  Head  Girls.  Last  autumn,  the  Board  of 
Governors  decided  to  have  a  book  fair  for  the  Junior  School,  and  asked  the  Old  Girls  to  run  it.  With  some  of  your  Library 
Committee  to  help  us,  we  were  able  to  add  109  books  to  their  shelves,  paid  for  by  parents  and  friends  of  the  school,  worth 
more  than  $400.00!  Perhaps  another  year,  having  had  a  little  practise,  we  will  be  asked  to  do  it  again,  only  this  time  for 
the  school  as  a  whole.  Finally,  at  the  end  of  each  year,  we  have  our  Annual  Meeting  Dinner,  to  which  we  invite  the  Sixth 
Form  as  our  Guests  of  Honour. 

After  reading  this  far,  you  probably  can  see  for  yourselves  why  we  exist.  But  there  is  more  .  .  .  The  Study  is  a  fine 
school,  and  surely  part  of  its  strength  is  the  moral  support  it  has  had  over  the  years  from  its  graduates.  There  have  been 
times  when  the  school  has  needed  help,  both  financial  and  otherwise,  and  the  help  that  was  received  both  from  the  Old 
Girls  directly,  and  through  their  efforts,  was  an  important  part  of  making  the  school  what  it  is  today.  What  will  be  the 
needs  in  the  future?  Plans  are  now  being  made  for  an  Endowment  Fund,  to  provide  scholarships  for  girls  who  could 
benefit  from  a  Study  education,  but  whose  families  cannot  afford  the  fees  of  a  private  school.  The  S.O.G.A.  will  probably 
be  asked  to  help  in  some  way,  and  when  the  time  comes,  it  will  once  again  be  shown  how  important  it  is  that  the  school 
be  able  to  count  on  the  strong  support  of  its  Old  Girls.  We  look  forward  to  having  you  all  as  Old  Girls  in  the  years  to  come. 


The  Presentation  of  the 
Peacock  to  The  Study.  Mrs. 
Margaret  Gordon,  Mrs.  A.D. 
McCall,  Mrs.  Beatrice  Lyman 
Johnston. 
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BIRTHS 

To  Mr.  &  Mrs.  Jack  Pady  (Audrey  Hamilton),  a  daughter 

To  Mr.  &  Mrs.  Greville  Price  (Karen  Keator),  a  son 

To  Mr.  &  Mrs.  Victor  Sutiiren  (Lindsay  Scott),  a  son 

To  Mr.  &  Mrs.  Brian  Rose  (Elizabeth  Stikeman),  a  son 

To  Mr.  &  Mrs.  Barry  Hart  (Penny  Dolman),  a  daughter 

To  Mr.  &  Mrs.  Roger  Hough  (Elspeth  McGreevy),  a  son 

To  Mr.  &  Mrs.  George  McLaren  (Peggy  Tennant),  a  son 

To  Mr.  &  Mrs.  Michael  Ridley  (Diana  McLernon),  a  son 

To  Mr.  &  Mrs.  Robert  Jackson  (Jennifer  Trower  ),  a  son 

To  Mr.  &  Mrs.  David  Beebe  (Lynn  Markham),  a  daughter 

To  Mr.  &  Mrs.  David  O’Brien  (Gail  Carneil),  a  daughter 

To  Mr.  &  Mrs.  David  Chalmers  (Mary  Darling),  a  daughter 

To  Mr.  &  Mrs.  John  Curtis  (Anne  Pepall),  a  daughter 

To  Mr.  &  Mrs.  Paul  Dick  (Judith  Parish),  twin  sons 

To  Dr.  &  Mrs.  Peter  McLaine  (Janet  Montgomery),  a  son 

To  Mr.  &  Mrs.  Michael  Carroll  (Ann  McRobie),  a  daughter 

To  Mr.  &  Mrs.  D’Arcy  Coulson  (Ann  Powell),  a  daughter 

To  Mr.  &  Mrs.  Clifford  Gregory  (Bettye  Finnie),  a  son 

To  Mr.  &  Mrs.  Pierre  Moreau  (Mary  Bone),  a  son 

To  Mr.  &  Mrs.  Frank  McCarthy  (Roslyn  Hoi  wood),  a  daughter 

To  Mr.  &  Mrs.  John  George  (Anne  L’ Anglais),  a  daughter 

To  Mr.  &  Mrs.  Richard  Musty  (Sherrill  Nelson),  a  son 

To  Mr.  &  Mrs.  George  Wall  (Audrey  Nixon),  a  daughter 

To  Mr.  &  Mrs.  Raymond  Le  Moyne  (Virginia  Mathias),  a  daughter 

To  Mr.  &  Mrs.  Peter  MacDonald  (Martha  Cassils),  a  son 

To  Mr.  &  Mrs.  Allan  Frank  (Joyce  Blond),  an  adopted  son 

To  Mr.  &  Mrs.  Paul  Gratias  (Cathy  Jarvis),  a  son 

To  Mr.  &  Mrs.  Peter  Stuart  (Barbara  Frances),  a  son 

To  Mr.  &  Mrs.  Angus  Cameron  (Wendy  Stevenson),  a  daughter 

To  Mr.  &  Mrs.  Murray  Wonham  (Anne  Hale),  a  daughter 

MARRIAGES 

Katherine  Common  to  Mr.  Robert  Shaddick 
Mary  Pat  Stephens  to  Mr.  Georges  Philippe  Hebert 
Susan  Fisher  to  Mr.  Robert  Ian  Holden 
Diana  Horwood  to  Mr.  Richard  Whitney  Shannon 
Gail  Murphy  to  Mr.  Ronald  Perowne 
Marjorie  Pitblado  to  Mr.  Angus  Scott  Taylor 
Cynthia  King  to  Mr.  Frank  Stephen  Nemet 
Caroline  Stephens  to  Mr.  Scott  Marshall 

DEATHS 

Mrs.  John  Cape  (Betty  Ogilvie) 

Miss  Grace  Raymond 


LAST  YEAR’S  SIXTH  FORM 

Last  year’s  graduating  class  managed  to  scatter  themselves  throughout  the  world.  Six  of  the  girls  are  studying  in 
Switzerland;  Debbie  Baxter,  Carol  Beardmore,  Jane  Bourke,  Terry  Gentles,  Peggy  Hampson  and  Patsy  Kirkpatrick. 

I  hree  ol  the  class,  chose  Grenoble;  Jane  Skelton,  Daphne  DeJong  and  Daphne  Hampson.  Christine  Mckinnon  is  in 
Edinburgh,  Paddy  MucKen/ie  at  St.  Lawrence,  Lucie  Fontein  in  Ottawa  and  Anne  MacTavish  and  Lyn  Price  may  be 
found  at  Bishop’s.  Some  of  the  girls  remained  faithful  to  Montreal;  Liz  Amsden,  Mary  Boswell,  Karen  McKenna, 

(  hristie  MacLeod,  Mary  Minty,  Carolyn  Murphy,  Mary  Thornton,  Diana  Common  and  Elizabeth  Reade. 


CANADA  YEARBOOK  SERVICES  ETD 


628  Kent  Street 


Whitby.  Ontario 
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